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MONOPOLIZA. 


Wo: Win 00 (eager; the drowſy Huntſman 
Wak'd by the ſounding Horn, or Dogs Alanns 3 


Why thus in mad Asso IAT roms join d, 
Uſ'rers, Wits, Lords and Prieſts ſtarve half Mankind ; 
Why Prxxry mourns amidft Triumphant Foes; 
The myſtick Cauſe, O Sacred Maid diſcloſe. - 


Ys ſocial Few, who ſigh for others Pains,. 
In whoſe firm Breaſts, the Roman Soul remains, 
Attend the Muſe, by Patriot Love inſpir . 
Not ſway d by Party, or by Zealots hir d; 
A Friend to Courts, whilſt Virtue bears the — 
And BRUNswIex beams around his heav'nly Ray; 
IIluſtrious Gzorxcs ! his People's Sire and Friend, 
At once a Man, and Man's immortal End | 
Tow'ring to Hear n, he views th expanded World, 
Sees dread Confuſion, o'er each Climate hurl'd; 
For thee BRITANNIA then, the Monarch ichs, 
Bids Tumult ceaſe, and ev ry Bleſſing riſe; 
Discorp — with all her boiſt'rous Train, 
And circling Pleaſures bleſs the Iſle again. | 
So the ſupream of Gods, Sa ruax IAN Jove, 
(When ALL in Night, and one vaſt {trove} 
With facred Grief the confus'd Strife ſurvey d. 
« Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye jarring Atoms ceaſe”, ne aid: 
Swift through the Maſs, th'immortal Mandate run, 
Down ſunk the Earth, and ſprightly roſe the Sun; 2 
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Smooth flow'd the Waves, Time laughing led the Day 
Stars blaz'd by Night, and Chaos roll'd away; 


Peace, Plenty, Love, the new made Wonder bleſt, 
And univerſal Hymns th'all-making Pow f, confeſs'd. 


How harſh the Theme to draw the Satyr's Pen, 
Plunge it in Gaul, and Scourge the Race of Men 
Yet when each Virtue, conſecrates a Throne, 


And Cares ſuperior make the Monarch knn z 
When Subjects "frown where Heav'n and Bionewiek ſmile, 


And ev'ry Whim diſturbs the quiet Ifle ; 


Ye Sons of Pow'r, when this is BRITAIx's Fate 
Oh ſay ! ſhall none the glaring Truths relate? 17 


Shall none attempt in VIRTUE's Cauſe to draw ? 

(In VIzTus's Cauſe what Poet dreads the Law ?) 
---There ſhall---impartial as the Scales of Heav n, 
To whom the Ballance of the Year is giv'n; 

A Muſe attempts in this her firſt Eſſay, | 
To praiſe her KN, his SusjzcTs Faults diſplay. 


I x gloomy Meads, where Styx her Torrent , 
And Pangs Eternal rack departed Souls; 
Where baleful Might, dread Queen, for ever reigns, 
And beams black Horrors o'er the darken'd Plains, 
A dreary. Waſte extends her barren Sides, 
Where ev'ry Fiend, faſt bound by Hell, refides z 
For ever here they firups le with their Chains, | 
And howl impatient fort the wifht-for Plains ; 
Furious they ftrive | till licens'd by a Nod, 
They ruſh impetuous and obey the God ! 
With Lightning Speed o'er leſſ'ning Styx they fly, 
Heaps fall on Heaps, whole ſlaughter 4 Nations die: 
Thus the fierce Tyger on parch'd Afric's Sands, 
Writh'd in ſome Net, rare Foil of Sylvan Hands 
Foams | Paws | and bellows to the Wilds around, 
And nodding Mountains eccho to the Sound; 
This Way — that, by Turns he bounds along, 
ſtrings his Nerves, dire Hunger makes him ſtrong : 
When Chance ſome Dzmon, Foe to human Race, 
Frees his huge Members from th'entangled Place ; | 
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Swift as.a Tempeſt, o'er the Sands he flies, 

And riſing Whirlwinds blacken all the Skies; 
Herds, Dogs, and Swains in mixt Confuſion fall, 
And one vaſt Ruin overwhelms em All! 


SUPERIOR to the reſt, in theſe curſt Plains, 
Hell's chief Delight, MonoroL1za Reigns ; 

Thy Banks, O Szyx / firſt ſhew'd:her deadly Charms, 
Fierce burnt the God, and leapt into her Arms, 
Pleas'd at the Chance, ſhe coyly ruſh'd away, 

The God purſu'd her to the Verge of Day; 

When turning thus, the Crafty Fury cried, 

Here try at once thy mighty Love and Pride; 

Reign thou-below---Yon fruitful Fields be mine--- 
Confirm her Prayr, MonoeoL1za's thine : 

He ſwore Styx Trembles as it rolls along, 

And ſcreening Mountains round the Lovers throng; 
Still o'er the World MonororL1za reigns, 


Still fix'd in Hell her Throne, fo Fate ordains. 


IN a low Vale her wond'rous Temple ſtands, 

The Toil of Hell's great Miſchief.working Hands, 

Million of Doors, their Rav'nous Jaws unfold, 

Sparkling, with Adamant, and well-wrought Gold, 

Dreadful they Gape | While down the Valleys Sides, 

Promiſcuous Wealth, promiſcuouſly Glides, 

Swift through the Doors the Waves of Riches roll, 

And glitt'ring on the Top appears The whole.“ 

Within the Dome what Wonders ſtrike our Eyes, | 

Here lengthen Iſles, There the huge Columns riſe ! 

Here fretted Roofs with ſtars immortal glow, 

There Aromatick Streams,. through Silver Channels flow, 

Here golden Floors, to ev'ry Step rebound, 

There wid'ning Arches catch the growing Sound; 

Here breathing Buſts, in beauteous Order ſtand, 

Lively as ove from Phidias' Godlike Hand: 

See here a Prelate, Rome's Imperial Lord, 

Thy Pardon Heav'n to purpled Knaves afford; 

Around him ſee the Fools their Tribute pay, 

Lo how he wafts em through the milky Way; 
R Mm "= 
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What Churches riſe | how heaves his lab ring Breaſt ! 
See how he ſwells, with Gop-L1xe Rage oppreſt ! 


How rolls his Eyes, around the ſpacious Ball, 


Bids Heav'n adieu, and graſps the mighty AL. 


TRANSPORTED in a Rage, here haughty Spain, 
Bounds o'er the Torrent of the boiſt'rous Main, 
Sees newfound Worlds! new Mexico's arile |! 
And GorLD for thee, the World, and Heav'n Defies. 


HRE treach'rous France, a ſmiling Viſage rears, 
And honeſt, as the firſt damn'd Sake appears, 
Longing he views 4 Diadem above, 

And gently draws his Sword whilſt proff ring Love, 
The World's great Rule, his haughty Boſom fires, 
At this he Graſps | at this Gzzar Gon aſpires | | 
Yet ſuch his Fears, ſo mean his daſtard Soul, 


He ſteals, what Ammon nobly-won THE WHOLE. 


Here gently wafted by a proſp'rous Gale, 

A Crafty Dutchman cries---< They'll ſoon be ſtale, 
So hungry Reynard, ſwell'd with manly Pride, 
« Condemn'd the Fruit, th'unbending Boughs denied, 
Let them my Friends, like Aſſes ever Toil, 

Why grieve ?---Poor S1MON never caught the A 
'Tis Wx, my Friends, muſt ev'ry Buss ſupply ! 

„ Ruin'd by «s what BRI TON dares reply?“ 


For ever thus he graſps at gen'ral Trade, 


And thinks the World alone for him was made. 


HRE Br1TAIN too, thy gen rous Sons are ſeen, 


With roſy Jowls, and Falfaff's jolly Mien; 
What Heaps of Gallia's Toys! Le how they glare; * 


This buys a Duledom, that betrays a Fair; 
Hail Sons of Wealth | Ye LEE all hail! 
Still may your Godlike Love, for France prevail ; 


May GaLL1a's Toys, by Bx IT 18H Chiefs be worn, 


Long as returning Light, ſhall bleſs the Morn ; 
Till Barraix knows no more her 7 to keep, 


And GaLL1a reigns dread Empreſs of the Deep. 


L 7 þ 
Full in the midſt, a wond' rous Throne ap | 
Not rais'd by mortal Hands! The Toil of Years] 
Twelve Golden Spires th immortal Weight ſuſtain, 
Firm as the Oak, great Father of the Plain; 
Around its Sides ARaBIa's Monſters rife _ 
In Sculpture rough and dreadful to the Eyes ; 
High on the Top Monoeorl1za's ſeen, 
Superior Horrors own her Hell's grim Queen! 
A hundred Hands hang down each ſcaly Side, 
And hiſſing Snakes around her Temple's glide. 
A Tyger's Heart beams Lightning from her Breaſt, 
And dire OrrRESS TON, Nods upon her Creſt; 
Forth from her Jaws eternal Flames ariſe, 
And blaſted TRA DR, at each Eruption dies; 
At her approach, the Bird forgets to fly, 
The Viſb to ſwim, the yelping Hound to cry; 
Ihe Mountains fall, Old Ocean ſtops his Urn; -1 
All Nature ſhakes, the Stars forget to burn; 
 Heav'n, Hell, and Earth are ravag d with her Flame; 
Bow down, ye Nations, to her dreadful Name; 
Ten thouſand Spirits round her Foot-ſtool wait, 
And Hilling bear the deſtin'd Nation's Fate: 
Above the reſt, conſpicuouſly rais'd, | 
Her Fav'rites fit, by vocal Spirits prais'd ; 
Boldly they ſtrike the Harps harmonious String, 
While ſpreading Notes around the Temple ring. 


High on a Beam, where ill-got Riches ſtand, ; 
(With a bent Back, dim Eyes, and ſhaking Hand,) | 
The Curſe of Age ! Inſatiate Av x Tex fits, 


And racks, eternally, for Gold his Wits, 1 4 
In vain the Widow's Cry | the Orphan's Tear K 


The Path of Pity leads not through his Ear! 
Starving he ſhakes amidſt his boundleſs Store 
And damn'd with All, profoundly ſighs for more. 


Hanz ſwelling Pzxipe, his waxen Pinnions tries, 
And tow'ring to the Roof, in mimick Grandeur flies ; 
Then ſcornful views each dreadful Fiend below, 
In Mind a God | from Gods his Titles flow |! hs 
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Midſt Choirs of Angels, now ſublime he ſings, 
Whilſt wond'ring Cherubs clap their heav' nly V Wings $ 

Fir'd at the Sight, he ſprings to Inſtant War 

Hurls the dread 'Thund'rer rattling from his Car | 
Furious he mounts |---Whirls —_ th'adoring Skies 
Tir'd of the old, and a new Heav'n deſeries. 


AN Ebon Spire here ſtrikes the ſick ning Sight, 


(Envelop'd in a Cloud of Sable Night) 

Eternal Poiſons hang around its Sides, | 
And hiſſing to the Top the creſted Serpent Glides ; 
Fell Envy there, with Hell-born Griet oppreſt, 
Spits forth the Venom of her Ranc'rous Breaſt; 
Beneath her Feet, a mimick Globe is ſeen, 
Rolling, and clad in everlaſting Green ; 

Herbs, Plants, and Trees in various Order rife, 


Here Valleys fall ! theſe Mountains prop the Skies ; 


Here circling Streams in gay Mzanders roll! 
There Veprune Thunders to the diſtant Pole; 
Here Armies march! there failing Navies ſteer! 
Whole Nations riſe! and all her Climes appear ; 
See how ſhe fmiles at Rome's unworthy Fall, 

Now ſcarce a Name, dread Empreſs once of ALL I 
How weeps to ſee, the warlike Turk ariſe, 

Rave round the Globe, and ſoar into the Skies l 
How darts her Eyes on Albion's happy Coaſt ! 
Albion, fair Plenty's Throne, and Veprune's boaſt ! 
Down ruſh the Tears, her Snakes their Hiſs begin, 
All Hell re-echoes to the horrid din ; 

Amaz'd the Goddeſs ſtartled on her Throne, 


When Envy thus--- Loud Thunder rattled in her Tone. 


Say Hell! by whom the Hours unborn are ſeen, 
Shall ſhe for ever reign the Oceans Queen ? 
Shall ſhe, above all other Nations bleſt, 


Withſtand my Rage, and Time's devouring Teſt ? 


When the vaſt Pyramids that brav'd the Sky, 
Hurl'd from their Baſe in pond'rous Ruins lye ; 
When Gods deſcending weep on Memphis Shore, 
Their Egypt fall'n and all her Kings no more, 


Shall 


he 


Shall ſhe, ſuſtain d by Gzoxan for ever reign. . 
Great Terror of he Land, and Empreſs of the Main. 


—_— 10 nnen, tom seg in her Pride, 
The Toil of Gods] her Sons to Gods ally d 

Pour her vaft Armies o er th embattled plain, 

a" Nations fall, beneath their onſet ſlain ! 

Smiling ſhe hears the threat'ning Voice from far, 

While Pow'rs immortal, round her Ramparts War, 

Yet ſee e en her, in ſmoaky Ruins lie, 


And oazing Gods lean weeping o'er the Sky. 


 Grxxcx, like her Conqueſts, heard th'avenging Word, 
In vain the whiſtling Spear, and brandiſh'd Sword 
In vain the Courſer and the rapid Car, 

'The reſolute Defence, and Lane War | 

Fate gave the Nod | her flaughter'd Armies fell, 
And Nations in a Groan rufh'd down to Hell! 

Headlong her Tow'rs roll'd o'er the lab'ring Ground, 
While Foes, triumphant, liv'd upon the Sound | 

Not all her Pow'rs, Maxs |! Juno [ PaLLas 1 Jovel 
Could ſtay my Arm, though all in Concert ſtrove. 


SurERIOR Rome, the Scourge of lawleſs Pow r, 

In all her Glories met the deſtin d Hour 

Ten thouſand Nations broke their brazen Bands, 
And arm'd for LIBERTY their warlike Hands; 
Furious they ra[h'd, amidſt th embattled Foe, 
And hurl'd 'em Thund' ring to the Realms below. 
Her ſev'n Hills leapt, — their pond'rous Load, 
And Gops, affrighted, left their great Abode ; 
BrITANNIA then, her growing Strength eflay'd, 
Hear all ye diſtant Poles.) (the Goddeſs ſaid) 

Seated b 3 amidſt the wat ry Main, 

I claim 1 — Sway Let World's diſpute my Reign; 
Then furious whirl'd, th immortal Trident round, 
Nations approv'd, aud Av GELS caught the ſound ; 
FaTs grav'd the Words in her myſterious Page, 


« Triumph o'er Worlds, ſecure from civil Rage !” 
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How oft her Sons by Facr roms Sword have bled, 
And Crowns ſtood tott ring on her Monarch's Head ; 
How oft has Hell her Plains with Tranſport view * 
And Furies ſtrung their Harps for Worlds ſubdu d; 
Yet clos'd again, ſhe graſpt her antient Sway, 
And thund' ring bade ch aſtoniſht World obey : 
Hope ſtill remain d while Mats their en 8 Ge "nA 
And mad Enthuſiaſm, ev ry Breaſt inſpir li 
Then Bauxs wick roſe | Mans from her Surarnits fell 
Plung'd through the Waves, and ſought his Empire Hell 1 
4 fixt he ef and mourns the — Skics! 
Doom d by ſuperior Force no more to riſe | 
Degraded now, no more, our Names are heard, 
MoxoroL1zA ſinks, and BRITAILIx's only fear c. 
Rouze then to 5 | Each Hell- born Pow r Eflay L- 
Tis ours to War---Let Fortune crown the Day! 
She ceas'd---Loud ſhouts around the Temple rung, 
When Av'RIet. aroſe, and thus the Wretch begun; 
Queen of the Mighty All, whoſe Soul diſdains, 
'To barter for the baſer 1 Gains, 
Hear th old, faithful Servant, once more ſpeak, 
Nor let is Intereſt his Reaſons break, 
Since All whoſe Souls, eternal Longings know 
For one dear Thing, on Earth, or Hell below, | 
Catch but the Spark from thee, to thee. it ſtill returns, 
And thou alone with univerſal Longing burns. 
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Tzu migh ty Queen, our Efforts ſtill were vain, 
Still Bz1TAIiN US: her Thunders o'er the Main, 
Still TyRanNy forbore, his Bow to twang, 

Still did the Beam of Pow'r, ſuſpended hang, 
Like well-match'd Steeds they ruſht amidſt the Foe, 
Nor this too proudly high, nor that too low, 
The Cauſe 9---Ye F — and thou Oh mighty Queen! 
Know that the Cauſe by theſe dim Eyes is ſeen! 
Look round the limpid Stream, the ſportive Field, 
See em to ev ry Slave, their Tribute yield; 
No wonder Plenty o'er the Land prevails, 
And Avarice with all his Magick. "Gly", | 
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For leſt with theſe the Farmer A ſecure, 


And Tradeſmen merry Wat of Fate endure. | | 

| | 

MzTHinxs I ihe the Slaves tber Food purſue, 5 f 
Skim o er the Plains, and half-paſt CEE. view, E 


See em like Dogs devour the ſmoaking Hare, = 1 
Should any ask em why ? They H fay they dare. 
Rouze chen thyſelf ! be this = Conf r 

Let Conſuls reign ſole Tyrants of the Wood; | 
| Be theirs the Bird, the Hare enrich'd with 3 | 
Theirs be the 3 and the Produce theirs. 
How great the Gains | whilſt Trademen's Wealth ſhall laſt, 2 
And preſent Tortures paint their Pleaſures paſt; | 
To ſeed their Luſt, or pregnant Matrons bleſs, 00 | 
They'll think this PaxT&IDGE more, that Guinea leſs ;: | 

Thus ruin'd with, and Stary'd, without its Aid, ; 
They'll Shake, at ev'ry ConsuL's frown afraid; [3 
Then mighty Queen, their boaſted Pow'r muſt fall, | 
And BRITITAIN rule no more, the Glorious Ball; | 
He faid---Not Meptune s hoarſe, reſounding Cry, 4 
Or Thunders rattling through th'ecchoing Sky, 
Or Wars Loud Din, e er made ſuch boiſt'rous-Noile, 
As when the Furies gave, their dread Applauſe ; 
When Swelling on her Throne, the Pow'r of Pride | I 
Attention claim'd, and thus the Fury cry'd |! 
Oft haſt thou heard me, Av RICA ſpeak of this, 
Yet Even now, thou Shew'ſt but half our Bliſs! © 
When firſt preſuming Man, dar'd to invade, | | 
The Sacred Fruit, for Heav'n and Angels made, | 
Juſtly We Doom'd him, everlaſting Pain, | 
The Fruit nor Happineſs, no more to Gain; 

Shall then theſe SLA VES, invade the Sacred Seoxr ? | ! 
Feed Starving Brats, to Rob a Well-dreſt Court ? q3 
Curſt be has thought | on Dunghills let em lie, | 
On Carrion Feed, rot, ſtarve, and ſtinking Die; 

Ee'r ſuch Diſhonour, blaſts the ConsuvLs Name, 5 - 
Or Damns the Vulgar, to a length of Fame; i 
Now by the. glorious Honours of my Brow, 4 
Thoſe ſtars to whom Ten Thouſand Nations bow, | 
_e1 | Fate | 


L 
Fate rolls the Scene before my raviſh d Eyes, 
Slaves, Footmen, Conſuls, All in Order 4 1 
See yonder Slave like Laz'rous begging fit ; 
Young Ammon here, and here the Man of Wit; 
Lo Targuin ſpurns em from his unpaid Car, 
Swift fly the Steeds and Monſieurs grin from far; ; 
Oh Exſtacy ! Avaunt ye Slaves / be gone! 
And thou great Beam of Pow'r, to Hell bow down / 
Tell it ye Thunders to th affrighted Shore, 
ConsvLs prevail, and L--z---TY's no more! 


Ceaſing ſhe caſt, a gloomy Frown around, 
Loud roar'd the Fiends ! Hel trembled at the Sound ! 


Now awful Silence dwelt on ev'ry Tongue, 
Mute lay the Snakes, and ev'ry Harp unſtrung! 
When riſing from her Throne th enormous Fiend, 
Jo liſt' ning Furies thus diſclos'd her Mind; 


Oh think lewhat Torments rackt my glowing Soul, 
Stung through each Vien, and agoniz'd the Whole, 
When Heav'n-born PLexnTy dar'd aſſert her Pow'r, 
And Bzxunswick oer each Plain his Bleſſings ſhow'r, 
When raz d by him, no more our Altars blaz d, 

And Georcs and PEN reſcu'd Britons prais dz 
Each doubtful Project rul'd by turns my Mind, 


They came, they went, in Change outſtript che Wind: 


But you kind Guardians, of my tott' ring State 
Have reſcu'd All from the fierce Hand of Fate; 
Now ſmiling Joy with all his jovial Train, 

Springs to my Arms and fires my Soul again | 

Elate I fit amidſt eternal Night, 

And view my Conqueſts o'er the Realms of Light, 
'The Source of all our Ills, by you's diſclos d, 

Hear from your Queen how it's to be oppos d; 

In BRITAIN bleſs'd with PRIDE, a great Eftate | 
The haughty Czxzsus dwells, firnam'd the Gear ! 
In Purple Pomp he ſtalks along the Room, 

And frowning Speaks each petty Trade/man's Doom, 

Keen ranc'rous Hate, his haughty Boſom fires, 

And thou Great AvaARice his Soul — 


No 


1 


.. M 

No Ties of Nature humanize his Heart, 
But Hell breaths Horror through each Marble part, 
To him, Let our Pax DORA quickly fly 
Rouze his fierce Soul | and all the Herd defy! 
Each dreadful Plague, be in this Phial hurl'd _ 
To damn with new-born Woes th'affrighted World; 
Be theſe infus'd in Cx=sus' haughty Breaſt, 
And PLenTy fink beneath his Wrath oppreſt 

Crxsus rous'd each Conſul's fiery Heart, 
Shall War for us, and act a noble Part 
Then ſhall our Sons in new-made Sk NATE's ſhine, 


And ſtarve the Slaves, whoſe Voices made them Fine ! 


Then France and Spain, ſhall rear their hoſtile Arm, 


And Bz1Tain glow with her own Flames made warm, 


Then, then, ye Fiends, the glorious Ara comes, 


When BRITAIN's Spoils ſhall bleſs theſe longing Domes | 


Their Error then, x groaning Chiefs ſhall ſee, 
Curſe their own PRIDE, their Avarice and ux / 
Too late, too late, the glaring Truth ſhall know, 
« Freedom's the Strength of ev'ry State below. 

She ſaid To Earth the fell Pax DORA flew. 

The Senate hail'd their Queen, and then withdrew; 
In circling Joys they paſs the Hours away, 

And each in Fancy graſps a Britiſh Prey. 


The End of the faſt BOOK, 
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